FEAR

stood before her, a lady in fashionable furs and a smart
hat. ... No, not a stranger, for under the brim Irene
recognized the hated visage. . , .

"Glad to see you, Frau Wagner, for I have something
important to talk to you about," and without waiting to
be asked, the woman pushed past into the hall and slid
her red parasol into the stand.

She behaved as though the place were her own
absolutely sure of herself, and evidently delighted at
having intruded into so stately a mansion. Once more
without being asked, she made her way to a little recep-
tion-room on the right, whose door stood ajar.

"In here?  Yes?" she asked mockingly.

Irene, still speechless with fear, would have hindered
this uninvited guest from advancing farther, but the
woman, with a wave of the hand, said cajolingly;

"There, there; we'll soon have done our little business.
If you find it unpleasant we'll speed it up."

Frau Wagner, without another word followed the
person into the room and shut the door. "Brazen-faced
hussy," thought Irene, "to dare to push herself into my
house. Never occurred to me she'd be so bold." She
seemed to be living through a nightmare.

"Very pretty, I'm sure/' said the intruder gazing
round her as she took a seat. "Lovely and comfy this
easy-chair. And, my! what a lot of pictures. Now I
realize how miserably furnished we are. Oh, yes Frau
Wagner, it's all wonderfully pretty and cosy."

The impertinence of the woman, the way she made
herself at home in another's house, she, a common
criminal, broke down Irene's controls. Her long-
dammed-up fury burst in a flood.

"You're nothing but a blackmailer," she cried.
"What do you want? How dare you force your way into
my house? But I'm not going to allow you to torture me
any longer, I've made up my mind to . . ."